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Tales of the Border, and was called, The Story of the long Pack. It was an adventure story 
that really took place in Northumberland and was extremely interesting. Just as he 
reached the most exciting part of the story, a blast of wind, stronger than the others, 
shook the building dislodging a pile of lumber stacked in the new addition and leaning on 
the log wall. As these fell with a great clatter and bang, we both screamed and rushed to 
father. I had been reading a story of Indians in the argentine and thought it must be 
Indians sneaking up on us in the storm. My sister was too terrified to speak; even the men 
were silent for awhile. Then my father spoke in a matter of fact tone saying, I wouldn’t 
like to be on the Atlantic tonight... My brother laughed and said, neither would I. Then he 
and our visitor started to figure out how fast the wind was traveling. Finally, my father 
finished the story and to this day I still remember quite distinctly, the story of the long 
pack. When the wind quieted down a little we went to bed but not to sleep, the scare we 
had kept us awake and we lay listening to the moaning of the wind in the trees and 
imagined all sorts of things happening outside. We still thought Indians were prowling 
around and although we had asked my brother to go out and look around he could not be 
convince to do so. That was certainly the wildest night I ever experienced at that time of 
year and since coming to live here. The next day the sun shone nearly as bright as usual 
but the ground was very wet. It had been a nice open fall until then. 
 Some time later, our neighbour, Mrs. Chapman, came over with Mrs. Haines, the 
lady at whose house the dance was held in July. There were no blueberries where they 
lived, so they came to the valley to pick some before winter set in. By this time, the berry 
season was nearly over but I found a patch on the section north of us. We all went there 
to help them pick berries. We noticed a weasel running around hunting for mice and 
gophers. It had already turned white and Mrs. Haines said we were going to have an early 
winter, and this was mid-October. I told my brother when he got home and he said it was 
time to point up the shack. This meant mixing a thin plaster of lime and sand and filling 
up all the cracks in the plaster between the logs; the storm in September had loosened a 
lot of it. I thought that good fun and a nice change from housework and undertook to do 
the outside of the house myself as I liked to be outdoors. Well ! It was not so funny when 
I had to climb a ladder to reach the gables; balancing a board with sloppy mortar in one 
hand and hanging on to the ladder and the trowel with the other was not easy. I thought if 
my brother could do it, I could, as I was not as helpless as all that. Later I found out he 
intended to have a joke at my expense. I turned it on him instead, he was agreeably 
surprised at the result of my exertions. I had been taught that if a thing was worth doing 
at all, it was worth doing well. I declined the job of doing the barn, but as long as we 
lived in the log house and I was at home, I went over and pointed up the walls just before 
freeze up. 
